Rewards 


Cadaver dogs sniff out 
our ruin, miraculous 
to see. The handler 


hands a quick reward: 
a rip-tug toy he coaxes 
back, shortening the next 


body’s dusty wait. Our- 
selves, so clever-coy, can 
clamp onto a proffered 


Raggedy Ann or Andy, 
refuse to open up. 


